THE BULL RING

jerking was even worse after their performance.
He had not been in the ring with a bull for over
a year, and he was altogether unable to control
his nervousness. When the banderillas were in
and it was time for him to go out with the red
cloth and the sword to prepare the bull for
killing and to kill, the crowd which had applauded
ironically at every nervous move he had made
knew something very funny would happen.
Below us, as he took the muleta and the sword
and rinsed his mouth out with water, I could see
the muscles of his cheeks twitching. The bull
stood against the barrier watching him. Hernan-
dorena could not trust his legs to carry him slowly
towards the bull. He knew there was only one
way he could stay in one place in the ring. He
ran put toward the bull, and ten yards in front
of him dropped on both knees on the sand. In
that position he was safe from ridicule. He
spread the red cloth with his sword and jerked
himself forward on his knees toward the bull.
The bull was watching the man and the triangle
of red cloth, his ears pointed, his eyes fixed, and
Hernandorena knee-ed himself a yard closer and
shook the cloth. The bull's tail rose, his head
lowered, and he charged, and, as he reached the
man, Hernandorena rose solidly from his knees
into the air, swung over like a bundle, his legs in
all directions now, and then dropped to the
ground. The bull looked for him, found a wide-
spread moving cape held by another bullfighter
instead, charged it, and Hernandorena stood up,
with sand on his white face, and looked for his
sword and the cloth. As he stood up I saw the
heavy, soiled grey silk of his rented trousers open
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